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'Behold Leonardo tormented by black nymphs,3 Channel
said. He had turned his head to listen to Sebastian's roaring
and the girls' laughter. eA great man and a great fool/ he
said. 'Poor man, he can speak of nothing but women and
love.'
cThere is too much talk of love,' he went on, 'and too little
thought. Open a book, turn on the radio, what do you see
and hear? Love... love... romance... boy meets girl...
boy is parted from girl... boy deserts girl.., boy is jilted by
girl. Endlessly you hear it. Endlessly you read it. But have
you noticed the curiously defective thinking behind this theme?
Romance stops at a given but unspecified point. I have often
wondered at which point? The first kiss? I think not, for
kisses are included. The second... the hundredth... the
intimacies which follow the kisses, perhaps, but which ones?
When a man touches a woman's breasts, as inevitably must
happen, or when he touches her legs? Man is very tactual.
His love process follows a pattern, but at some point all talk
about it stops. This idyll whose initial episodes are so charm-
ing and romantic then becomes a wickedness that the sacra-
ment of marriage merely palliates. When a woman says,
"So you wish to marry my daughter... you love her," she
knows very well in her heart that she says, "So you wish to
sleep with my daughter and to possess her." I find it very
interesting this amputation by taboo of a process in mid-
career. It is admirable to mix the flour and water and yeast
and shortening to make bread, but it must not be put into the
oven. Yes, it is interesting,' he said again, cbut I can find no
explanation of it* He lit another cigarette. His plate was
filled with stubs.
Wilson had no answer for him. He wanted to talk about
women less than ever. It made him think of Olga. Yet the
talk turned to women continually. Perhaps these men, so
different from each other, turned without knowing it to their
one common denominator. Sebastian speaking flamboyantly